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changed to serpents about him; and beyond the range
of his will—as though he were indeed possessed by a
succuba, alien to his knowledge of himself—he burned
with perceptions of female shape and texture; desire,
having ceased to spring naturally from personal love,
assuming, in the mind's pit, a vile anonymity of limb and
muscle and mere attitude. Yet, when he might have taken
Julie, for she would refuse him nothing, he felt that he
was divided from her by a wall of glass; and by the same
barrier he was cut off from different pleasures, even from
the tranquillities of Nature and meditation.
The sound of water, so long interwoven with a faith
now perjured, was a perpetual remembrancer of loss; and
from the warmth of the sun he would withdraw his hand
sharply as though it had been dipped into an irrecoverable
past.
From his conversations with Lewis, which he bound
himself to continue, reality was emptied out. It seemed,
indeed, a kind of hypocrisy to debate the theory of con-
templation after he had become incapable of practising it,
and in the midst of argument, remembering that behind
Lewis's eyes was knowledge of his own secret, he became
suddenly weary and fell into drifting silences, aware only
of the pain eating his body and of the little patch of sight—
the arm of a chair, the knot in a tree branch, a twig bobbing
in the water—immediately before his eyes. This was his
only relief—to confine consciousness to a gleam of varnish
or the wet glistening of an inch of bark; to enlarge his
thought was to stumble madly over a desert without limit
in space or time; and to remember who he was and to what
single folly of love he had confided his being was to be
filled with shame for the failure of all his purposes. Against
the orders of his doctor, he insisted that Julie should again
and again row him to the island and leave him there. He
wished for nothing but to be secret, hiding himself from
the inquisition of memories, and when, in the late after-
noons, he heard the low clack of rowlocks and the spray of
approaching blades, he would come down to the island
bank and, keeping his gaze fixed not on Julie but on the

